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For Jack 


FAGGOTLAND 


WELCOME 
Welcome to Doodyland! Faggotland’s your land! Funland’s 
for fun, Futureland’s for futures, Fantasticland’s fantastic— 


Faggotland’s for faggots! 


FAGGOTLAND 
Walt Doody designed Faggotland for faggots. It looks like 
Paris, the faggiest city. It looks like Monstermartre, the 
faggiest part of the city. It’s the part for faggots and 
monsters—and faggot monsters! 


FAGGOTS OF FAGGOTLAND 
Vive le Faggotland! It's full of all your faggot favorites— 
Count Choc-o-log, Boo-Brownie, Franken-Fudge and a 
fuckload of their friends. They're the monster mascots of 
breakfast cereals you faggots buy! 


COUNT CHOC-O-LOG 
The king of Faggotland’s Count Choc-o-log. Castle 
Faggot’s his castle. It’s a haunted castle—go through it and 
get the shit scared out of you. What's so scary? The castle’s 
full of dead faggots. What did they die of? They ate Count 
Choc-o-log cereal! 


SHIT 
Shit, shit, shit! Shit’s the flavor of Faggotland, There are shitty 
rides, shitty restaurants, shitty shops, There are restrooms— 
shitloads of shitty restrooms, There are turds in the toilets, 
turds in the sinks, There are seven turds in this sentence! 
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RIDES OF FAGGOTLAND 
If you like rides with puerile puns for names, Faggotland’s 
for you. There's Castle Faggot. Also: Count Choc-o-log’s 
Log Ride, Boo-Brownie’s Buttfuck Bumper Cars, Franken- 
Fudge'’s Faggot Fun Slide. 


FOODS OF FAGGOTLAND 
If you like fancy French cuisine, Faggotland’s for you. Le 
Mache-Merde, Faggotland’s finest café, specializes in cuisine 
made from Count Choc-o-log cereal: crépes that taste like 
crap; custard farts. Boo-Brownie’s Brownery sells brownies; 
Franken-Fudge’s Fudgery sells fudge. 


SHOPS OF FAGGOTLAND 
If you like fancy French crap, Faggotland’s for you. At 
Charles Baudéclair’s perfume shop, Les Fleurs du 
Mallomar, you can buy scents that smell like cocoa 

and shit; at Jean Profitelorrain’s sex shop, you can buy 
shit-flavoured condoms and chocolate-coated toilet paper; 
at Stéphane Marshmallarmé’s bookshop, you can buy shit 

like books. 


YOUR PERSONAL GUIDE TO FAGGOTLAND 
You can locate the landmarks by referring to this flyer. 
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1. Fag Gates 2. Place du Ass 3. Sacré Cul Cathedral 
4. Arse de Triomphe 5. The Loo Museum 6. Toiletries 
Garden 7. Sore Bum University 8. Palais de la Shitty 
9. Sharts Cathedral 10. Le Mache-Merde Café 11. Le 
Mal Marché Monster Department Store 12. Statue of 
Count Choc-o-log 13. Castle Faggot 
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CASTLE FAGGOT 


Castle Faggot Foto Book © Walt Doody Productions 
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Faggots!—kill yourselves! 
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Kill yourselves at Doodyland! 
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Kill yourselves at Faggotland, the faggiest land in Doodyland. 


— 


Funland’s for fun, Futureland’s for futures, Fantasticland’s 


fantastic—Faggotland’s for faggots. 
ge ge 
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Kill yourselves at Castle Faggot, the faggiest ride in Faggotland, 


Castle Faggot—it's a haunted house with a faggoty 
theme. At a haunted house, there are ghosts; at Castle 
Faggot, there are faggots—faggots and also cartoons. The 
faggots are dead faggots who came to the castle to commit 
suicide; the cartoons are animatronic. They're fagimatronic! 
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Count Choc-o-log’s the cartoon king of the castle. He’s a 
vampire. He's the mascot of a breakfast cereal faggots buy. It’s 
supposed to taste like chocolate; instead it tastes like shit. 
Faggots love chocolate; faggots love shit. 

What else do faggots love? Suicide! 
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Castle Faggot’s the faggiest place to commit suicide. 


Castle Faggot's a fairy tale castle, but brown—bats burst 
from it like brown fireworks. 


Bats! Rats! It’s Count Choc-o-log’s castle; it’s crawling 
with his creatures, The bats are faggot bats; the rats are faggot 
rats. They feed on the flies and dead faggots that fill the 
place. It’s a feast. 


All these dead faggots! All these dead fucking faggots! 
They're crammed into every corner of the castle. There are 
dead faggots in the tower. They're caked in their own 
blood. There are dead faggots in the library. They're caked 
in their own shit, The ballroom? There’s a faggot hanging 
from the chandelier, 

That faggot’s more chandelier than faggot! 
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Why do faggots commit suicide? 

Why not? 

All the faggots in the castle 
died because they wanted to be 
décor. 

A faggot hangs himself—he’s 
décor; a faggot slits his wrists—he’s 
décor; a faggot shoots himself in 
the head—he's décor. 

What do you call a faggot 
hanging from a chandelier? Crystal. 

What do you call a faggot 
with a hole in his head? Vase. 

Why, there are so many ways 
for faggots to die, and so many 
dead faggots—at Faggotland, they 
end up doing what they dreamed 
of: decorating a castle at the 
Faggot Kingdom! 
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Kill yourselves at Castle Faggot! 


ere eee 


You'll see Count Choc-o-log—he’s chocolate-brown; 
you'll see Boo-Brownie and Franken-Fudge, mascots of 
similar monster cereals—Boo’s blueberry-blue, Frank's 
strawberry-pink! 

You'll see Count Froufrou, an interior decorator to the 
undead—he decorated the castle for Count Choc-o-log! 

He decorated it as a crypt. 


“Bienvenue,” 

Count Choc-o-log greets you in the foyer. He bows and 
says bienvenue. He bows and says bienvenue. He bows and 
says bienvenue. 

There’s a speaker in his ass. 


Count Choc-o-log’s in the gallery. It’s hung with por- 
traits of Count Choc-o-log. They’re all painted by faggots 
who killed themselves. They're all painted with the same 
palette: shit brown, shit blue, shit pink. 

The paintings are shit. 


Count Choc-o-log’s in the library. It’s bursting with 
books about Count Choc-o-log. They're all written by 
faggots who killed themselves, They're all bound in faggot 
skin. There’s a book with an eye. There’s a book with an 
eyebrow, There’s a book with an asshole: it farts and starts 
to shit, The writing’s shit, 

Delishit! 
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The chandelier! It’s crystal. It’s brown crystal. It’s 
smeared with shit so it looks like shit. The finial’s a faggot— 
a faggot hangs by his neck from the frame. 

Fag-nifique! 

The ballroom’s a scene from some vampire Versailles. 
Count Choc-o-log’s dancing with a dead faggot. Boo- 
Brownie and Franken-Fudge are disco-dancing together. 
Count Froufrou’s dancing with Wolf-Wafer, a cartoon no one 
cares about. Wolf-Wafer’s a faggot. Boo-Brownie’s a faggot. 
Franken-Fudge’s a faggot. 

All faggots are cartoons. 
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Shit! 


The crypr’s beneath the ballroom. It’s full of faggots. It’s 
full of faggot suicides. It’s full of faggot suicides’ shit. The shit 
smells like faggot shit, like the stuff that faggots love to eat: 
shit, cum, and chocolate cereal. 

Shit’s the only food that looks the same going in as it 


looks coming out. 
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Why? 

Why decorate a castle as a crypt? 

For faggots, fucking’s a form of decoration. What do 
you call a dick in an ass? Décor. What do you call shit in an 
ass? Décor. 

What faggots did was to turn fucking into decorating. 
What faggots did was to turn decorating into fucking. 

What’s Castle Faggot? Imagine a castle that’s been 
fucked. Imagine a castle that’s been flipped ass-up and 
fucked. Imagine a castle that’s been flipped ass-up so that 
crap from the crypt—the bats, the rats, the cocksucker 
corpses—drops down through the rooms and adorns them. 

Who wants to live in a crypt? 

A vampire. 

A suicide, 
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At the end of Castle Faggot, there’s the Castle Faggot 
Gift Shop! 


At the Castle Faggot Gift Shop, you can buy a dollhouse 
of the castle. Faggots adore dollhouses. A dollhouse is décor 
that contains décor. It’s like if an asshole had its own asshole. 
It’s like if a shit could take a shit. 
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THE CASTLE FAGGOT DOLLHOUSE 


Faggots!—come to Castle Faggot! 

Faggots!—come to Castle Faggot and commit suicide! 

For faggots who haven’t come to the castle yet, and for 
faggots who've come but haven't committed suicide yet, 
there's this; 

The Castle Faggot Dollhouse! 

Walt Doody’s Castle Faggot Dollhouse is the best thing 
besides being there. It lets you play with a dead faggot. It lets 
you play as a dead faggot. It lets you be a dead faggot—shove 
the castle up your ass and rupture your rectum. 

If you can’t die in the castle, die with the castle in you! 


The Dollhouse 
The Castle Faggot Dollhouse comes with: 


@ Acastle 


The Décor 
The Castle Faggot Dollhouse comes with décor: 


MA dead faggot 

Hi Bats and cobwebs 

HM Skeletons and skulls 

Shit 

The dead faggor’s a plastic figurine, 


The bats and cobwebs are plastic bats and cobwebs. The 
skeletons and skulls are plastic skeletons and skulls. 
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The shit's actual shit. 


The Design 
The Castle Faggot Dollhouse comes with different 


rooms for you to decorate: 


B® Asalon dart 
@ A library 

BA ballroom 
@ Actypt 


The salon’s in the tower. It’s lined with paintings of 
Count Choc-o-log. 
The paint’s shit 


The library's beneath it. It’s lined with books about 
Count Choc-o-log and his buddies, Boo-Brownie and 
Franken-Fudge. The books are plastic. 

The writing’s shit. 


The ballroom’s beneath it. There are busts of the Count, 
Boo-Brownie and Franken-Fudge. The centerpiece’s a crystal 
chandelier—it’s plastic, clear plastic, so it looks like crystal. 
It’s smeared with shit, so it looks like shit. 


The crypt’s smeared with shit. 
Shit comes with the dollhouse. It’s shit from faggots. For 


more shit, send a self-addressed stamped envelope to Shit c/o 
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Castle Faggot, or shove the castle up your ass and shit it 
yourself, If you're a boy who plays with dollhouses, you're 


already dead! 


The Dolls 
The Castle Faggot Dollhouse comes with dolls for you to 
play with: 


Count Choc-o-log 
HB Boo-Brownie 

M@ Franken-Fudge 
@ Count Froufrou 


Count Choc-o-log’s a cartoon Dracula. He's the mascot 
of a chocolate cereal you faggots cat. It tastes like shit. 


Boo-Brownie and Franken-Fudge are a cartoon ghost 
and ghoul. They're the mascots of their own cereals—Boo’s is 
blue, Frank's is pink. 

They taste like shit and dye. 


Count Froufrou decorated the castle—he’s an interior 
decorator to the undead. He’s a cartoon of a faggot, a French 
faggot, a coprophagist, mest-ce pas? He slicks his hair with 
shit. He slicks his moustache with shit. The stains on his 
teeth are shit—but only boys’ shit. 

Girls’ shit is gross. 


Count Froufrou’s a cartoon of Count de Montesquiou, 
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The Count de Montesquiou was a faggot of fin-de-siécle 


France who was famous for his interior decoration. 


The Count was a count. He had a castle in the country- 
side. He spent his time in an apartment in Paris. [t was an 
attic apartment; he decorated it as a crypt. It had a walled-up 
window; it had a hall that led to a dead end; it had a gargan- 
tuan cobweb—gold thread stitched into red leather; it had 
bats—bisque bats, glass bats, more and more bats! 

Moreau bats! 


Why? 

Why decorate an apartment as a castle's crypt? 

Why be a fag? Why be French? As the French say: 

“Prench French French French French French French 
French French French French French French French French 
French French French French French French French French 
French French French French French French French French 
French French French French French French French French!” 


The Dookydent Dolls 
The Castle Faggot Dollhouse comes with mote dolls for 
you to play with: 


Marcel Pooroust 

M@ Jean Profitelorrain 

M@ Charles Baudéclair 

M@ Stéphane Marshmallarmé 
M@ J.-Kouign-amann Huysmans 
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The Dookydents—that’s what these dolls are called. 
They're faggots. They're writers—quelle surprise! Books they 
wrote line the library: A rearbours by Huysmans; Les fleurs du 
malodeur by Baudéclair; A récherche du temps poo by 


Pooroust. 


As Marshmallarmé says in Pooésies: “Amis, moi déja sur 


la poop!” 


As Marshmallarmé says: “French French French French 
French French French French French French French French 
French French French French French French French French 
French French French French French French French French 
French French French French French French French French 
French French French!” 


Fin de siécle? Fag de siécle! 

The Dookydents are cartoons of the Decadents. 

The Decadents were faggot writers in fin-de-siécle 
France; they were famous for spreading Count de 
Montesquiou's style. 

Stéphane Mallarmé described Montesquiou’s décor in 
his diaries. 

J.-K. Huysmans set his novel, A rebours, in Montesquiou's 
crypto-crypt; Montesquiou was the model for the dandy 
who dwells in it. 

Marcel Proust put the crypto-crypt in his novel, A la 
recherche du temps perdu; the character of Baron de Charlus 


was based on Montesquiou. Jean Lorrain, too, put the 


crypto-crypt in his novel, Monsieur de Phocas, Montesquiou 


was the monsieur. 


What are books? 

Décor. 

What are words? 

French. 

The Count de Montesquiou taught the Decadents about 
interior decoration. 

The Count taught them to decorate as if they'd flipped a 
castle upside-down, so that crap from the crypt—the blood, 
the bones, the bodies—dropped down. 

The Count taught them that death isn’t a state—it’ a style! 

Marcel Proust kept his apartment as cold as a crypt. J.-K. 
Huysmans adorned his bedroom with monstrances. Jean 
Lorrain hung a beheaded head in his boudoir, blood dripping 
from its eyes and neck. 

The blood was ribbons, the head bisque. 

It was Belgian. 


You can be a Decadent! Stick the Castle Faggot Dollhouse 


in your bedroom! Stick it up your ass—your ass is a dollhouse 
for shit! 


Walt Doody 
The Castle Faggot Dollhouse comes with another doll: 


Ml Walt Doody 
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Walt Doody looks like Walt Doody. 


Walt Doody is the founder of Doodyland, the faggiest 
land in the world. 


When Walt was a kid, his folks took him to the Kansas 
State Fair. He haunted the midway. He went through a 
haunted house. 

A Trip to Hell, it was called. 

There was Satan. 

There were demons. 

There were illusions: Man Turning to Skeleton, Man on 
Floor Minus His Head, Bottom of a Man With an Ass’s 
Head, and the bloody Bluebeard’s Castle: 

“Tt contained seven heads,” said Roltair, “made up as 
dead hung round the chamber on trays from which blood 
seemed to drip—the blood was aniline and it was supplied 
through rubber tubes.” 

Hell is a place decorated like Hell! 


The illusions were the work of Henry Roltair. 

Roltair was a mirror man. He made mirror boxes for 
magic shows. He made mirror illusions for sideshows, He 
made laughing mirrors for funhouses. He made mirror 
mazes for amusement parks and carnival companies. 

The Roltair Mirror Manufactory operated out of a 


building on Broadway in New York, The first floor held a 


(34) 


dime museum—exhibits by Roltair. The second story held a 
mirror maze—maze by Roltair. It led to his office, where he 
worked away on his masterpiece: The House Upside Down. 


The House Upside Down had its debut at the World’s 
Fair in Bismarck. It was remounted at the World’s Fair in 
Omaha, then at the World’s Fair in Milwaukee. 

From Milwaukee, it went to France. 

At the Exposition Universelle in Paris, Roltair recreated 
his “maison @ l’envers.” It looked like it'd been upended. The 
roof sunk into the ground; the foundations stuck up into the 
sky. You entered through the attic and crossed the ceiling, 
sidestepping chandeliers that stood taller than you. You 
bumped your #éte on chairs, tables, and lamps; open books 
like bats flying across the floor. You looked out the window 
and there was the Eiffel Tower—it, too, was upside-down. 


It was mirrors. It was sideshow shit. 


The Count de Montesquiou paid a visit to the inverted 
house. There he met Roltair, who fucked him up the ass. 


Roltair, another faggot. 


When Walt Doody went on A Trip to Hell, he shat his 


pants. 
He decided that someday he'd build a ride that was 


smeared in shit—he was a fag and shit is faggy—all shit 
touches bums! 
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Where would he get so much shit? From suicides, 
Faggots were suicide machines. Suicides were shit machines, 
You take too many pills, you shit your pants. You slit your 
wrists, you shit your pants. You hang yourself, you shit your 
pants. 

The faggot hanging in Castle Faggot got shit on the 
chandelier and on himself—his dick, his balls, his bobeche. 


Asses are always upside-down. 
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RUE DU DOO 
A Novelization 


OOOOOCOOOOOOOOOOO000000000000 
OQOOODONDDONDOOOOON0O0000000000 
OOODOOOOOOOOOOOO000000000000 
OOOOODDOODOOOOOON00000000000 
OOODOOOOOOOODONONO000000000000 
OOOODODDOODOOODOO0N000000000000 
OOODNDOOOOOOOOO00000000000000 
OOOOOOOOODODN0000000000000000 
OOOODODOOOOCOOOO00000000000000 
OOOOODDDOODOND0OCO000000000000 
OOOOOODDODOD0000000000000000 
OOOOO0DDDOD0000000000000000000 
OOOOOODOQODDNDD0ND0O000000000000 
OOOOODOOQODOON000O000000000000 
OOOOODOOOOOOODOCOO00000000000 
OOOOOOOOOOOOO000000000000000 
OOOOOOOOOOOOOOODNDOO000000000 
OQOOODOOOOOOONDOOO00O000000000 
OOODDDDOOOOOOOOONDNDO0O000000000 
OOOOOOOOODOOOOOOO00O000000000 
OOOOOOOOOODOOOOOO0O00O00000000 
OOOQOQOOOOOOOOOOOOOO0000000000 
OOOQOOOOOOOOO0O000000000000000 
OOOQOOODDOOOOOOOOOO000000000 
OOOOOOOODOODOOOOOOO0O0000000000 
OOOOODOOOOOOOOOOOOO000000000 
OOOQODOODOOOOOOOO00000000000 
OOOOODDDODOOOOOO0O00000000000 
OOODDDOODONDOODOO0O00000000000 
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Intro 


Ir’s Paris, or a playset of Paris. A bat shits on cobblestones. 
The bat’s a puppet. The shit’s a puppet. Count Choc-o-log 
strolls down the street—he’s a puppet. He sings: 

“Somewhere beyond the box tops, here am I, 

‘Im the Count from the breakfast cereal that you buy. 

“Somewhere beyond the box tops, here I am, 

‘I'm the star of this special television program. 

“Somewhere beyond the box tops, I am here, 

‘Im in stop motion like Rudolph, the Red-Nosed Reindeer. 

“Someday I'll slay that red-nosed clown and Santa, too, and 
flush them down the sewers. My show will air at Halloween and 
Christmastime and I'll be seen by billions of viewers! 

“Somewhere beyond the box tops, here I'll be, way down 
deep in the—” He slips in shit. “Shit! Shit is trés, trés Paris!” 
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“Die!” Count Choc-o-log chucks a shoe at a mirror. The 
mirror never sees it coming: the Count has no reflection; the 
Count’ clothing has no reflection. 


“Count Choc-o-log?” Boo-Brownie blows in. 

“The mirror!” the Count says. “I hate the mirror!” 

“You don't need a mirror,” says Boo-Brownie, bobbing 
about like a blue balloon, or the ghost of a blue balloon. 


“You're perfect!” 


“Friend?” Franken-Fudge clomps in. 

“The Count’s mad at the mirror,” Boo-Brownie says. 

“How can I see how fucking perfect I am,” the Count 
says, “if I can't see how fucking perfect I am?” 

“You no need mirror!” says Franken-Fudge, a pink 
Frankenstein. “You have friends, That suit suit you. 


Chocolate good color for Count!” 


It’s Castle Faggot. The ballroom. There's a bust of the 
Count, Its brown, There's a fancy chandelier. It’s brown. 
There's a fancy mirror. Ir’s broken in bits. 


“What would you know-nothings know about it?” the 
Count says. “Ghosts can see themselves in mirrors—even 
though they're see-through! Monsters can see themselves— 
even though they're unsightly!” 


“Things would be much clearer,” the Count says, “and 


I'd bea chicer cerealier with a mirror, a mirror—a mirror!” 
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The Count sings: 

“I could pick a pod of cocoa, 

‘Td pin it to my coat so Td have a boutonniere. 

‘T could wear a real bow tie and not a bat about to fly 
“If L only had a mirror.” 


The Count’s bow tie flies off. It’s brown. A brown bat. 


‘T could coif my coif up so high, 

‘Td comb it up to the sky, or to the chandelier. 

‘T could wear Estée Lauder, put on lots of paint and powder, 
‘fT only had a mirror.” 


Boo-Brownie bobs about the chandelier. He holds bits of 


broken mirror in his hands: he’s a boo miroir. 


“Oh, me!” the Count sings. “Id like to see my limage 
inversée. I'd look at myself and never look away. I'd look and 
look and look all day! 

‘TFT had a magic mitoir, 

‘Td slip into a peignoir, or something else that’s sheer. 

‘A la Marie Antoinette, I'd see myself in my toilette, 

‘Tf I only had a mirror.” 


Cha-cha-cha—chocolate! Franken-Fudge disco dances 
across the brown broadloom. Dance doesn’t describe it: 
heel to toe, heel to toe—he walks the way all stop motion 
animated puppets do, like he’s learning to walk in high 
heels. 
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“Alas” the Count sings as the music slows. “I do not have 
a mirror because a mirror is a mere joke on a vampyt.” 

“A friend is a mirror with hair,” Boo-Brownie sings. 

“Friend tell friend what to wear,” Franken-Fudge sings. 

“A hairy mirror?” the Count sings. “Oh, dear, oh, dear, 
oh— He collapses like a push puppet, which he's not. The 
mirror’s a puppet. It shattered in stop motion. The shoe's a 
puppet. Aren't all shoes puppets? Arent all mirrors? 


Franken-Fudge gives him some fudge. 


“There’s a mortal,” Count Choc-o-log says, flinging the 
fudge aside, “a magical mortal, the most magical mortal of 
all. This wizard will make me a mirror, for there is nothing 
he cannot conjure. Shakespeare wrote of him, or Spenser, 
or someone—who gives a fuck? So long as he makes me a 
fucking mirror!” 


The Count’s bat comes back carrying the wizard. He 
doesn’t look like a wizard. He’s a boy with bad skin. And 
beady eyes. And a barrel chest. 

I'm the boy. I’m not magical. The monsters don't know 
it yet. 

I'm a puppet. I don't know it yet. 


“I am Count Choc-o-log,” the Count says, “the mascot 
of the breakfast cereal that bears my name.” 


My face is frightened. 
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The Count sings: 

“Bienvenue au rue du Doo!” 

Boo-Brownie and Franken-Fudge sing: 

“Tya-la-la, tra-la-la, tra-la-la-la-la-la-lal” 

“From now on you'll be history,” the Count sings, “you'll be 
history, youll be history! Well glorify you every day! Youll be a 


bust in the mirror musée!” 


The Count: 

“Boo-Brownie, welcome the wizard!” 

“I represent the Boo-Brownie brand,’ Boo-Brownie sings, 
“the Boo-Brownie brand, the Boo-Brownie brand, and on behalf 
of the brand of Boo, I wish to welcome you to rue du Doo!” 

The Count: 

“Franken-Fudge, do you have something to say?” 

“I am the Franken-Fudge friend for you,’ Franken-Fudge 
sings, “friend for you, friend for you, and if you want to be friend 
of Frankie, too, I wish to welcome you to rue du Doo! 


“Boo-Brownie and Franken-Fudge are cereal mascots, 
too,” the Count says. “Boo-Brownie’s cereal is blueberries 
and chocolate; Franken-Fudge’s is strawberries and choco- 
late. They don’t sell as well as mine. They look bad in the 
bowl—the toilet bowl! Boo-Brownie turns poo blue; 
Franken-Fudge turns poo pink, 

“Count Choc-o-log,” he says, “the cereal, is chocolate, 
and as such makes poo the darkest, dankest shade of 
brown—poopier than poop itself. It’s poopy like a chocolate 
log, like a log inside the butt of a beautiful boy, like a 


(45) 


beautiful log in the beautiful butt of—oh, but enough about 
my love life! Say something magical and mysterious!” 


“Puppets!” I shrink away. “You're puppets! Puppets! 
Puppets! Puppets! Puppets! Puppets! Puppets! Puppets! 
Puppets! Puppets!” 


Fade to brown, then fade in on— 


Icome to. I fainted before the fade. A puppet’ in the room 
with me. He's dressed like a nineteenth-century French poet. 


“Marshmallow?” I say. 

“Non,” he says, “I’m Marshmallarmé, Stéphane 
Marshmallarmé, a puppet and a poet, a poet and a pup- 
pet—a poupoéte! You're a puppet, too.” 

“What do you mean?” My left eye falls off. 

I shriek. 


“Poopy?” I say. 

“Non,” he says, “I said poupée, it’s a puppet en frangais.” 

“[’m a puppet in French?” My eye's plastique. 

“Doodyland! You're a puppet in Doodyland! In 
Faggotland—ir’s the faggiest land in Doodyland!” 


“Scary?” I say. 
“Non,” he says, “I said sucré, /es monstres sucrés, The 


Count, Boo-Brownie, Franken-Fudge—all the mascots from 


monster cereals are here.” 
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“They're not real!” I say. 

My eye’s a choking hazard. 

“They're real poupées,” he says. “Count Choc-o-log rules 
puppet Paris. He rules it with Bataille, who brought you into 
the store. Bataille is his bat. And his tie.” 


Bataille blows by. 


“Count Choc-o-log lives here in Castle Faggot,” he says. 
“He dines at Le Mache-Merde. He shops at Le Mal Marché. 
It’s the department store for puppet monsters. It’s not Bergdorf 
Goodman, but Bergdorf Badman. It’s on the rue du Doo.” 


Bataille takes a big shit. 


“Besides being a poet, I am a fashion critic,” 
Marshmallarmé says, shit on his shoulderpad. “I pen and 
publish a paper devoted to doings at Le Mal Marché—La 
Derniére Mode, I call it. The Count? What a wit. He calls it 
La Derriére Mode.” 


Marshmallarmé: 

“I cover the Haunted Hair Salon,” he says. 

“Antoine is the salon’s chef coiffeur. 

“Franken-Fudge has his hair done there. He's a strawberry 
blond, but without the blond. 

“Boo-Brownie has his hair blown out and dyed blue. 
Sometimes he wears bangs, a bob or a bouffant. He always 


wears a boater. 
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“Hairs dead matter. Hairs the corpse of hair. The 
Count'’s worn the same style always—hair piled into a peak, 
like a Dairy Queen dipped cone, or a Hershey kiss.” 


“How does it stay up?” I say. 
“Chocolate mousse.” 


“I cover the Haunted Cosmetics Counter,” he says. 

“Choclette is the counter’s chef cosméticienne. 

“Franken-Fudge doesn’t need blush, but he wears it any- 
way. His head’s a strawberry. He has seeds. 

“Boo-Brownic’s bonkers for blue eye shadow. He looks 
like he’s made of blue cye shadow; like he's the ghost of blue 
cye shadow. 

“People expire; cosmetics do, too. Monsters wear make- 
up that's gone bad. Testers teem with germs. After a vampire’s 
used your lip gloss, it's garbage. The Count prefers an 
evening palette—brown.” 


“Who makes monster makeup?” I say. 


“Cover Ghoul.” 


“J cover the Haunted Couture Atelier,” he says. 

“Franken-Fudge will wear anything pink. 

“Boo-Brownie’s a ghost in a blue shirt. He’s the ghost of 
a blue shirt. What size shirt does a spiritualist wear? Medium. 

“Cocoa Chanel sews suits for the Count. He wears her 
exclusively. She's more than his seamstress: she’s his 
screamstress. 
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“Like all vampires, he can become a bat. When he 
changes into a bat, his suit must shrink to size. When he 
changes back, his suit must change back, too. The cloth’s 
woven from vampire bat fur. And a lot of elastic.” 


“Who sews Boo-Brownie’s shirt?” I say. 


“Boo-lenciaga!” 


“The Count lives in Castle Faggot,” he says. “He prays 
at Sucre Coeur Cathedral—it’s sucrelége! He’s despicable— 
contemprtful of his fellow monster mascots. Contemptful of 
the staff at Le Mal Marché—his coiffeur, his cosméticienne 
and his couturiére. He reserves his cruelest contempt for the 
children that consume his cereal. He murders boys. He loves 
to murder boys. He’s the most murderous cereal mascot 
since Gilles de Raisin. 

“He didn’t murder you yet,” he says to me. “Pourquoi pas?” 


“Wizard!” 

Count Choc-o-log comes into the scene and sings: 

“Im here to see the wizard, this wonderful wizard of ours. 

‘Thear he is a wonderful wiz with wonderful wizard powers.” 

With Boo-Brownie and Franken-Fudge behind him, 
bopping to the beat, the Count continues his tune: 

“I hear this wiz is fantastique, hell make me a miroir 
magique, because, because, because, because, because—I have 
the gall of a Gauloise!” 

“You're awake, wizard,” the Count says. 

“Wizard?” I say. “I’m Derek. Derek McCormack.” 
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“Derek McCormack?” the Count says. “That's not your 
name. Your real name is John Dee.” 

“My name's Jonathon Derek McCormack,” I say. “I’m 
from Peterborough. I go to Peterborough Civic High School. 
Mom and Dad call me Jon-D. My teachers call me Derek. 
My classmates call me fudge-packer. Or fruitcake. Or faggot. 
Or fag.” 


“That’s some wizard,” Boo-Brownie snickers. 
“T like Snickers!” Franken-Fudge says. 


“You're John Dee!” the Count says. “You're the great 
wizard!” 

“No!” I say. 

“No? No one says no to me!” 

“I’m sorry, but you're mistaken.” 

“Mistaken? I don’t make mistakes!” 

“J don’t know anything about being a wizard. I’ve played 
Wizard, the board game. I own Merlin, the Electronic 
Wizard. I’ve eaten Alpha-Bits—there’s a wizard on Alpha- 
Bits, isn’t there?” 

“Wizard, you will make me a magic mirror so that I may 
see myself reflected!” He rises off the rug. His strings are 
almost see-through. “And if you dont, then I will eat you for 
breakfast and shit you out before lunch!” 


Wipe to— 


“Boys eat Count Choc-o-log,” Marshmallarmé says. 
“Count Choc-o-log eats boys.” 
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I shake because I’m scared, and because a puppeteer’s 


making me shake. 


It’s me and Marshmallarmé in the scene. 


“Sugar,” he says. 

From his pocket he pulls a palmful of cereal. 

I’s Count Choc-o-log. I pop some in my mouth. 

“Count Choc-o-log cereal’s sugar—brown O’s and bits 
of brown marshmallow, or marbits. 

“It’s beloved by children and also by adolescents with 
poor palates. It makes children obese and diabetic and it 
decays their teeth—and it does worse things, as well.” 


“Shit,” he says. 

He scoops up some of Bataille’s shit. 

It’s Count Choc-o-log. I gag on what I’m chewing. 

“Count Choc-o-log cereal’s shit— brown O’s and bits of 
brown marshmallow, or marbits. 

“The Count captures boys who eat his cereal and spirits 
them back to his puppet world. Bats devour them, then defe- 
cate. The Count boxes the bung, then sells it as Count Choc- 
o-log. The cereal’s sugary, so the boys are sugary, so the cere- 
al’s sugary; so the boys are sugary, and so on.” 


Marshmallarmé sings: 
“Snap, snap, snap! 
“Crackle, crackle, crack! 
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“Poop, poop, poop, poo! 

“That's how bats bake up breakfust, boy, on the scary old 
rue du Doo. 

“Cric, cric, cric! 

“Crac, crac, crac! 

“Caca, the grossest got! 

‘A bowlful or a bowel full, bon appetit au rue du Doo,” 


“Toddlers, teens, in-betweens,” he says. “The Count’s 
butchered countless boys. What could I do to deter him? I'm 
a fashion critic. I’m a poet. A poete maudit. 

“A poste marbit! 

“I can't protect all boys from the Count, but perhaps I 
can protect you. If he wants you to be a wizard, then you'll 
be a wizard. He'll have his mirror, I'll make sure of—” 


“Wizard!” Cocoa Chanel comes into the room. 

“A-ha-ha-ha!” Choclette comes in, cackling. Her hair stands 
on end. Her hair's made from a white makeup brush. It’s 
weasel. 

“Well, well, well, if it isn’t the wiz!” Antoine comes in. 
White suit, white shirt, white wig. White wig glue drips 
down the sides of his head. It will not yellow. He tosses white 


confetti at me. 


“What do you want?” I say. 
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“The Count’s my best customer!” Antoine says. “He 
comes to my salon every day, sometimes several times a day, 
to have his hair blown out and brushed. He comes because 
he can’t do it himself. Because he can’t see himself in mirrors. 
If you make a mirror for the Count, how will I make a living, 
or a dying? Who would be my best customer? Wolf-Wafer? 
He only has hair on a full moon!” 


“Wolf-Wafer wanted me to make him a fur coat,” Cocoa 
Chanel says, “to cover his hide when he wasn’t furry. I did. 
He brought it back. He was covered in boils. I knew he was 


averse to silver, but even to silver fox?” 


“When you pierce Wolf-Wafer’s ears, don’t put in silver 
studs,” Choclette says. “I found that out the hard way.” 


Laughter from nowhere. 
Antoine: 


“T learned my art by dressing my dear mother’s hair. It 
was the old days—I’d pin it up and decorate it with hair 
pieces and hair pins and jewelry and then I'd perfume it. 

“Mother was my masterpiece. I was taken on by the most 
prestigious hair salon in all of Paris. I'd rise with the sun, then 
do mother’s do, then walk to work, which was on the 
Champs Elysées. The day she died, I was late leaving for the 
salon, I didn’t have time to do her hair, I swore to her that I 


would do it later on. 
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“Heartbroken, I was heartbroken! I buried her with her 
white, white hair spilling across her white, white pillow. I 
returned to the salon and continued to coif hair for the 
finest femmes in Paris—that is, until I happened to see a 
piece in a newspaper, a scientist saying that a corpse's hair 
continues to grow even in the grave. I dashed to the grave- 
yard. I dug her up. 

“Could you die? Her hair was a horror. I washed and 
brushed it and put it up in a bun. I did this every night for 
weeks. I became concerned about other corpses, women 
strewn throughout the cemetery, without sons to tend to 
their hair. I dug up other mothers, I styled their locks. 
Ghoul! This is what a guard said to me when he discovered 
me one evening. He swung a shovel at my skull. I died. I will 
not let you take away the Count! I will die a thousand more 
times before I allow you to do that!” 


“A-ha-ha-ha!” Choclette cackles. 

“Cosmetics are my specialty. I made myself up—pretty, 
yes?” Her eyebrows are drawn on; her eyelashes, Dacron. 

“The Count comes to my counter every day, since he 
can't apply his own cosmetics. He'd put lipstick on his eye- 
brows and pencil on his nose!” She has brown lipstick on her 
teeth. I think it’s lipstick. 

“If you make him a magic mirror, he'll need me no more. 
If he doesn’t need me anymore, then you, wizard—” She 
points a big brown fingernail at me. The brown is nail polish. 
I think, “—will wind up like Fang, my dear departed hubby, 
may he rest in pain, A-ha-ha-ha!” 
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Choclette: 


“Fang had a funeral home. He'd drain and disembowel 
the bodies; I'd make-up them so that they looked the way 
they did when they were alive. 

“White wax for filling in cuts and hollows; skin-tone 
cream for concealing bruises and scars; rouge for reddening 
the lips and cheeks, and powder to set it—these were the 
tools of the trade. With them, I turned stiffs into stars and 
starlets, at least for a couple hours. 

“None of them is as beautiful as you, Choclette!’ That's 
what my Fang would say to me. 

“T used a little of the mortician make-up myself. The lip- 
stick was packed with dye so it was almost permanent; I'd 
put it on before bed. Itd last the night, no matter what the 
hubby and I happened to get up to! Then the hubby stopped 
getting up to anything with me—he was sneaking around 
behind my back. With a widow! 

“A-ha-ha-ha! I did what any woman would do—I 
strapped him to the draining table, stuck cotton up his ass, 
cotton soaked in phenol. I pumped embalming fluid into his 
artery—formaldehyde dyed pink, to give him some color. 
The screams! He screamed until I stitched his lips shut. He 
was embalmed before he died! The judge and jury did not 
find it funny. I hanged for it, But I still have Fang, After I died, 
I dug him up, He’s on the sofa, He’s a bolster, A-ha-ha-ha!” 


“I still have Mother's hair!” Antoine says. “I wove it into 
a wig!” He lifts his wig. A snake crawls from a crack in his 
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skull. A snake, then a spider, then a millipede, then an ant, 
His head’s a Thingmaker. 


“Wizard!” Cocoa Chanel says, “I don’t know what 
magical powers you possess. For your sake, I hope they are 
formidable. 

“If were you, I'd magically remove myself ftom rue du 
Doo immediately,” she says, circling me. “The Count doesn’t 
need your mirror; I will not allow a mirror to be made. 

“I’m the Count’s mirror. I, too, am magic; this is my 
wand.” From her hair she pulls a hatpin. Her hair is pulled 
back in a bun, or brioche. She's gray. So’s her skin. Her 
dress is chocolate crépe. “It grants me mastery over life and 
death—well, mostly death.” 


Cocoa Chanel: 


“T lost my daughter. 

“I was a poor dressmaker, and she was struck with 
typhus. What could I do? 

“While I sewed gowns for the wealthiest women in Paris, 
she lay in her bed, dying, dying—and then she was dead, 

“Silk, satin, velvec—all day I created confections ftom 
fine fabrics brought to me by my clients, and yet I buried her 
in a shroud made from her bedsheets. God forgive me, | 
couldn't afford anything else! 

“I was sewing in my small room when she came back to 


me, appearing in her spectral form. 
“Mother, she said, ‘I am well, the afterworld is wonderful, 
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it’s like a wonderful party full of wonderful people, but there 
is something about it I do not like: I’m doomed to wear this 
for all eternity!’ 

“So I stole. I stole yards of satin, I stole yards of silk. I 
stole them from my customers’ stock—they wouldn't notice, 
they had cloth to spare. I made for my daughter the grandest 
gown, so frilly, so flouncy. 

“While the city slept, I dug up her corpse and dressed 
her in her party frock. I didn’t disinter her alone, of course; I 
couldn't shovel all that soil. I was assisted by a strange man, 
a ghoul. I encountered him at the cemetery. While I drew the 
dress up around her bones, he dressed her hair.” 


“Hello, Frisco!” Antoine says, flinging confetti. 


“I was in my small sewing studio when again she returned 
to me, appearing in her spectral form. She still wore her shroud. 

“Darling daughter, I said, why aren't you wearing the 
gorgeous gown that I created for you? Don't you like it?” 

“Mother, I can’t wear it!’ she said. “I’m dead, but the 
dress isn’t. When the Grim Reaper came for me, he cut me 
down with his scythe; he also cut down the bedsheets I was 
wrapped in. I’m dead, the sheets are dead, but the dress isn’t. 
The dress must die.’ 

“In the dead of night I returned to the cemetery. Assisted 
by Antoine, I disintered my daughter for the second time. I 
undressed her. I held the dress I had made, the beautiful 
dress—and I stabbed it. I stabbed it through the breast with 
a butcher's knife. 


(57) 


“Qh, mother, [ adore it!’ my dear daughter said when she 
materialized before me in my sewing studio. ‘It’s the dress I 
dreamed of owning when I was alive!” She was wearing the dress 
Thad murdered for her; she was a ghost in the ghost of a dress. 

“Thanks to my dress,’ my daughter said, ‘I have become 
the belle of the by-and-by, All the dead ladies want to try it 
on. All the dead gentlemen want to walk with me through 
Elysium.” As she spoke, I wept, for all I ever wanted was for 
her to be fashionable. ‘Dying is not so dire, Mother, not 
when a spectre has such a wonderful wardrobe!’ 

“T went to work. I made her dresses for day, then stabbed 
them. I made her evening gowns, then poured poison on 
them. I made her coats and capes, then doused them with 
benzene and burned them. I used the fabric that my clients 
had purchased for me. When my clients came calling, I 
refused to come to the door. 

“The police came. I climbed out the window. 

“I fled first to Le Printemps, the department store. [ 
swept along the aisles, stabbing a hatpin in hats, gloves and 
purses. I stabbed dresses, too. The clerks in the store attempt- 
ed to apprehend me; I eluded them. | fled to Galeries 
Lafayette. Sweaters, skirts, scarves and shoes—my slaughter 
of fine clothes continued. 

“The police came for me there. I slipped into the street. 

“The Opéra! It was close to curtain time. Paris's most 
fashionable femmes were pouring into the foyer. I saw the 
finest dresses I had ever seen. The cuts! The colors! | saw a 
Paul Poiret. I stabbed it until it died a death, I saw a Charles 
Frederick Worth of black bombazine. I stabbed it. I stabbed 
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a Callot Soeurs, a Vionnet, a Fortuny. Too bad for the ladies 
wearing them—I stabbed them, too. Then I tore off a long 
strip of my dress and swallowed it. I suffocated. With my 
daughter is where I belong! With the demons of Rue du 
Doo! With the Count!” 


Antoine sings: 

“Snip, snip here, 

“Clip, clip there. 

“[ put poo in shampoo. 

‘TU put you in the grave, John Dee, 
“On the scary old rue du Doo.” 


Choclette sings: 

“Lash, lash here, 

“Lips, lips there. 

“John Dee’ a parvenu. 

‘Tl put cosmetics on his corpse, 
“On the scary old rue Du Doo.” 


Cocoa Chanel sings: 

“Stitch, stitch here, 

“Stitch, stitch there. 

“Some couture, Count, pour vous— 
‘I sewed it from the wizards skin, 
“On the scary old rue du Doo.” 


The puppets laugh and leave. 
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Cut to commercial. 


“What will I do, Marshmallarmé” I say. “I’m dead if I 
don’t make a mirror, and I’m dead if I do!” 


“Welcome to the show,” Marshmallarmé says. 

“Show?” I stare into the camera. 

“Rue du Doo. The show youre in. The show we're in. It’s 
playing on Channel 12. It's 7:30 pm.” 


“Do you know Rudolph, the Red-Nosed Reindeer” he says. 

I nod, or someone makes me nod. 

“Rudolph was also a stop motion tv special. Rankin/Bass, 
the puppeteers, made it. 

“Rudolph had a misfit reindeer; Rue du Doo has a misfit 
boy—you! You're a tv star. It's Rudolph on the Rue du Doo. 
It’s Rue-du-doo-dolph.” 


“Rudolph, the Red-Nosed Reindeer was the first successful 
stop motion tv special,” he says. “Rue du Doo follows its 
formula.” 

I blink. It makes a blinking sound. 

“Rankin/Bass made the Rudolph puppets by hand, then 
animated them in Japan. Johnny Marks wrote Christmas 
songs for them to sing. 

“Rue du Doo is more rank than Rankin, more ass than 
Bass. The songs are about poop. Rip Taylor is the voice of 
Antoine. Phyllis Diller is the voice of Choclette. Jonathan 
Winters is Cocoa Chanel. Paul Lynde plays Ploppy, a poo.” 
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“Who does my voice?” I say. 
“A girl,” he says. 


“Rudolph, the Red-Nosed Reindeer was a Christmas special; 
it was an ad for the idea of Christmas. 

“Rue du Doo’s an ad for faggots. 

“Rudolph premiered on the Fantasy Hour. It was spon- 
sored by General Electric. It was good advertising for GE and 
for all the gadgets they sold as Christmas gifts: a steam iron, 
a can opener, an electric knife. Rue du Doo’s part of Walt 
Doody’s weekly series. It’s sponsored by Doodyland and by 
Count Choc-o-log, of course. 


“Shit, sponsored by sugar!” 
“T don’t know a thing about acting!” I say. 


“Acting?” he says. 

“You're here to sell cereal; you're here to sell toys. 

“You're here to sell the Count figurine, the Boo-Brownie 
figurine, the Franken-Fudge figurine—yours for five boxtops 
and a money order. 

“You're here to sell the Haunted Mirror playset, with 
shattering mirror, The mirror’s foil. The Count’s foiled by 
it! You're here to sell the Haunted Hair Salon, the Haunted 
Cosmetics Counter, the Haunted Haute Couture Atelier— 
yours for twenty-five box tops and a money order, sets sold 
separately, 

“Then there's this.” 

He holds up a dollhouse. 


“It’s Barbie's dream house, but built for Barbey 
D’Aurevilly!” 

Ic’s plastic—a plastic castle. 

“The Castle Faggot Dollhouse, yours for fifty boxtops 
and a money order, For faggots age five and up.” 

I peer into it. I see me: a figurine of me in it. The figurine’s 
peering into a doll-sized dollhouse that a figurine of 
Marshmallarmé has in his hands. 

“Tt doesn’t belong on a table.” Marshmallarmé holds iz 
upside-down. “It’s made to be mounted upside-down under 
a table. Cereal boxes and bowls sit on tables; the dollhouse 
belongs to the world beneath the bowls and boxes; the dark 
underworld where the cereal in the boxes and bowls is made, 
made and made into merde. Mouths may gobble up Count 
Choc-o-log, but this is where the gobblings go—below, 
below, below.” 
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Afterword by Dennis Cooper and Zac Farley 


Dennis Cooper: When I was in poetry classes in college, 
there was this thing they used to call the Shakespeare 
Murders, There were all these young people who wanted to 
be poets, and then they'd be asked or forced to read 
Shakespeare and, once they did, they'd be like, “Forget it, I 
quit.” Because Shakespeare's level of amazingness was too 
high. And then there were maybe one or two people who 
said, “Fuck Shakespeare.” 


Zac Farley: I’m gonna assume that was you? 


Dennis Cooper: Basically. But when I was reading Castle 
Faggot, 1 had that kind of moment. I thought, “How did 
Derek do this? This is insane.” I already knew Derek was a 
genius, but in this novel it’s so pushed, it’s so exploded or 
something, It was startling to see what happens to his voice 
when it’s given so much more emotional drive. Castle Faggot 
has this fury in it and yet it’s always meticulous and artisti- 
cally over the top and extravagant. 


Zac Farley: Faggotland seems like the best—and worst—but 


really the best place ever. The first part of the book, the flyer, 
makes it so palpable, I really want to go. 
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Dennis Cooper: But are you a faggot? I don't think you're 
really a faggot. Are you? 


Zac Farley: But I would be if... Because that’s the only way you 
get to go to the park. I would gladly impersonate one to get in. 


Dennis Cooper: I guess I could fake it. But then there's a 
choice of being the sadist or the masochist ‘cause, theoretical- 
ly, one could also be an employee, no? One could be... 


Count, I forget his name. 


Zac Farley: Count Choc-o-log. I don’t know. He seems pretty 
solid. That part’s taken. 


Dennis Cooper: I would probably just go to the gift shop. 


Zac Farley: Ultimately the materialist in me would just want 
the dollhouse which is just really nice of the book to offer. 


Dennis Cooper: But I think you have to go all the way 
through the Castle to get to the gift shop, don’t you? 


Zac Farley: Or you can send cereal box tops. I think 50 box 
top coupons get you the dollhouse. Plus shipping. 


Dennis Cooper: So the only other option is to eat breakfast 
cereal? 


Zac Farley; A shit-ton of breakfast cereal, 
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Dennis Cooper: That would be very tough to do in France 
since the French aren't really into breakfast cereals. There 
are, like, five choices in the supermarkets and three of them 
are Corn Flakes. But I assume Derek knows that and that’s 
all part of his novel’s dastardly machinations. I mean, 
there’s one store called the American Store by the Eiffel 
Tower, and they sell macaroni and cheese and Necco Wafers 
and they probably have Count Chocula and Lucky Charms 
and all of that. So I guess it would be possible but very 
expensive. So you would have to really, really want to go to 
Castle Faggot. 


Zac Farley: You were saying something about the emotion 
and fury of Derek’s voice in the book. I’m fascinated with the 
way the voice both changes radically from section to section 
and yet completely remains Derek McCormack’s voice 
throughout, and how the location of his voice is so diversi- 
form. Even in the first section, the flyer, which weaponizes 
the kind of language found in a brochure to make it function 
like a VR headset if VR headsets actually worked and weren't 
just heavy things you put on your head, there are these 
injunctions: “Faggots!—kill yourselves!” At first that’s where 
I placed his voice, but then there’s the wizard, and a kid 
comes in which you can immediately tell is him, and a while 
later it actually is him. I think the injunctive voice is the one 


that most surprised me and excited me the most, too. 


Dennis Cooper: But then he gets so evil. 
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Zac Farley: But he’s just a kid. 


Dennis Cooper: No, I mean Derek not the kid. Derek seems 
so innocent and sweet, but ... You've probably never met him. 


Zac Farley: No, I only know his work, I would love to meet 
him. 


Dennis Cooper: I’m gonna tell you a story. One time when 
he visited LA, he and Jason McBride and I went to this mall 
thar’s right next to the Grauman’s Chinese Theater. And 
suddenly, walking through the mall, was the actor who 
played Xander on Buffy the Vampire Slayer. 


Zac Farley: I just re-watched some of Buffy. Xander’s the worst. 


Dennis Cooper: He was walking along with his girlfriend, 
and Derek saw him and went ... I don't know how to describe 
it. His face got this demon possessed look, and he just sud- 
denly jetted away at very high speed. Xander and his girl- 
friend were going up this escalator and Derek zoomed over 
and stood literally like...he put his chest right against their 
backs riding up the escalator. | saw Xander turn his head and 
bulge out his eyes like, “What the fuck?!” And we were like, 
“Oh my God.” It was this really weird Derek we'd never seen 
before who was still innocent but also really scary. Then we 
just waited, and eventually Derek came down, and it didn’t 
seem like Xander hit him because it was one of those situa- 
tions where you felt like Xander was probably gonna hit him. 
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Zac Farley: He probably wanted that... to be hit. 


Dennis Cooper: Maybe, maybe. I would say that’s the only 
time that in my experiences with Derek where I thought, 
“Derek is kind of terrifying.” So when I read this book, I 
thought, “This is that Derek coming out. That Derek has 
suddenly entered the world through his prose.” So it wasn’t 
as much of a shock to me as it will be to the usual Derek 
McCormack reader who will probably think, “What hap- 
pened to Derek McCormack? I know he went through some 
hard stuff in his life, but this is not the Derek McCormack 
I'm used to at all.” They'll probably be pretty freaked out. 


Zac Farley: His prose is so amazing, it can do so many dif- 
ferent things and it’s so incredible at being whatever it is at 
any given point, and it’s so... I mean, you can tell it’s just 
been so fractured, and redone, and condensed that really, ir’s 
become haunted. There’s all of this extraneous language, but 
it really needs to be there. The prose doesn't just describe the 
castle, it’s also its architecture. 


Dennis Cooper: It does everything it’s doing in three-dimen- 
sions. Hard to describe. 


Zac Farley: And that’s what I mean with the architecture of 
the castle, and then the dollhouse, it’s like they're the same 
space, and they're the same words used to describe them, but 
you really feel when he's describing Castle Faggot, it’s really 
Castle Faggot. And when he’s describing the dollhouse of 
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Castle Faggot, it’s really the dollhouse, and they're radically 
different things, and they feel like different things. 


Dennis Cooper: I pride myself on being able to understand 
how things work in fiction but Derek flummoxes me. He can 
use a staccato tone and beat in this way that’s just amazing, 
and he de-homogenizes everything in his worlds and fancies 
it up at the same time, so his work has a unique crosshatched 
energy that I’m in awe of because...I don’t know, his writing 
is so extremely particularised and ornate and ornamented, 
but, at the same time, his voice seems to come at you with 
such force, almost like it’s being delivered through a public 
address system or something. 


Zac Farley: I think that’s what I mean with the injunctive 
voice. So intense, it’s really beautiful. 


Dennis Cooper: Yeah. 
Zac Farley: And that’s really strange, I mean really strange. 


Dennis Cooper: At the same time, it’s not writing that you 
think would work properly if it was read aloud. It’s very 
much about the page and, in this case, about all those framed 
blanks, the squares and circles containing the non-illustra- 
tions, those are really important, even though I have no idea 
how they work. You think, “Okay, I get that this is a device,” 
but then you keep looking at them and not wanting to see 
something in those spaces but thinking about what would be 
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in those spaces and never imagining anything good enough. 


That's a remarkable thing too. 


Zac Farley: We weren't sure for a second whether it was a 
placeholder or not, but it’s so completely not a placeholder. 
It’s so incredible that a blank space can ever be anything but 
a placeholder and it’s not. It’s not a cop out, it’s really exactly 
like that. It’s crazy, I don’t even know how to talk about that 
or think about that. Only people without an imagination 
would try to imagine what they could look like. 

For some of the books Derek McCormack has pub- 
lished, there has also been a hand made special edition, with 
objects. Do you think he’s gonna make the dollhouse? I hope so. 


Dennis Cooper: No doubt, and I don’t think we're being 
paid to do this afterword thing so we should get it. 


Zac Farley: We should get the castle dollhouse. 
Dennis Cooper: I don’t think Derek’s ever been to France. 


Zac Farley: The geography of Paris is really specific in the 
text, and seemingly correct. There's a section where Cocoa 
Chanel goes from Le Printemps to Galleries Lafayette and on 
to the Opera, stabbing, murdering, and swallowing all of the 
clothes on her way, and her path through the city from one 
place to the next makes total sense, it’s all walking distance. 
I feel like it would be super dreamy to walk around in Paris 
with him. 
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Dennis Cooper: I’ve been trying to get Derek to come to 


Paris for years and years. 
Zac Farley: I think we would learn a lot. 
Dennis Cooper: He would love it here, he would never leave, 


Zac Farley: But there are no haunted houses here, I don’t 
know if he could handle that. We have to go to leave and 
go to Los Angeles every year for Halloween to see home 
haunts. Do you remember Camp Sherwood Scare, the 
haunted house about the nightmarish summer camp where 
all the kids are dead or missing, where your bunkmates 
stare at you all night with white masks, where the sleeping 
bags become body bags and archery isn’t just an activity 
but a real threat? 


Dennis Cooper: Yes, maybe the best home haunt ever. And 
we've been through hundreds, so we would know. It’s also 
kind of a perfect point of comparison. Ignoring the differ- 
ence that it was ultra-hetero and asexual and American, it 
similarly used a traditional, unassuming space, in its case a 
suburban garage and yard instead of “the novel,” and 
employed every can of paint and computer print-out and 
old TV set and quickie make up job and piece of plywood 
that the family who made it could scrounge up to create 
this transcendent, disorienting experience. So, Castle 
Fagegot-like except instead of dying at the hands of French 
fancy-pants, you waded through the blood and gore and 
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wreckage of a slaughtered teen summer camp and escaped 


screaming, No gift shop though, sadly. 


Zac Farley: In the front yard there was a tent, and in it a video 
projector that made it seem like two young girls were talking 
and singing face to face inside the tent, their shadows projected 
onto the side. I remember that illusion working really well and 
making me ecstatic, the surface projection on the side of the 
tent really did make the space inside of the tent come alive 
more than any actual kids could. And yet Castle Faggot is even 
better as a haunt than even Camp Sherwood Scare was. 


Dennis Cooper: Not that you could actually graph out what 
Castle Faggot looks like at all by reading the book, even 
though the surfaces are extremely present. 


Zac Farley: And the layers too, you know what is underneath 
and what it’s smeared with, how it’s been turned upside 
down and rotted. Its plasticity is really clear. 


Dennis Cooper: Yeah, it’s super clear, It’s like a children's 
book or whatever. I mean, all of Derek’s books are like chil- 


dren's books. 


Zac Farley: Wow, it is a children’s book, it really is. The best 
children’s book ever. 


Dennis Cooper; It’s actually and weirdly the most like a chil- 
dren’s book out of all his novels. 
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Zac Farley: And they all kind of try to be in a sense but this 
might be the most successful as a children’s book. 


Dennis Cooper: And at the same time it’s rated X. 


Zac Farley: I think you would need to get a really cool 
librarian to recommend it. Or some famous TV perso- 
nality children look up to, if those still exist, or you know 
those kids on YouTube that do reviews of toys and stuff. 
There must be a kid on YouTube who reviews books, 
maybe. Or he should just get the ones who review the toys 
to review the book purely as an object. Which I feel would 
work. Just describing the book, how it functions as an 
object. 


Dennis Cooper: It is really just one of the best books ever, 
and maybe the greatest novel ever written. 


Zac Farley: But it also is, in a way, it’s also the best dark ride, 
and the best theme park, the best TV special. 


Dennis Cooper: It’s more than a book. You're reading it, and 
youre like, “This isn’t just a book. This is a magic spell, or 


this is an amusement park map.” 


Zac Farley: And it really is all of these things. It doesn’t pre- 
tend to be or impersonate them, it actually is them. It’s crazy. 
I love that constant shift where the characters are sometimes 
cartoons and sometimes animatronics—‘fagimatronics!’— 
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and sometimes puppets or dolls. What he does with the sur- 
faces becoming three-dimensional. That resonated with the 
text calling attention to itself'as a material, like with the “fade 


to brown” and “wipe to” tricks. It’s mind blowing. 


Dennis Cooper: I think with the text, it does feel like you're 
reading with 3D glasses on. It does feel like the prose is actu- 
ally in three dimensions, it’s weird. ‘Cause it’s so sculptural, 
it's so incredibly sculptural and that’s another thing, how did 
he do that? Is it just the right, somehow finessed mixture of 
color and language and the rhythm of the sentences and the 
exclamation points and ... ? 


Zac Farley: Yeah, maybe that’s the thing, he’s not a writer, 
he’s a... 


Dennis Cooper: What is he? 


Zac Farley: He's an architect or something. I mean, thats 
demeaning but... 


Dennis Cooper: Well, he could be a toy maker too, or he 
could be... 


Zac Farley: Yeah, he’s all of those. 


Dennis Cooper: If you say he’s an architect it feels too dry, 


or if you say he’s a toy maker it sounds too dumb but... 
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Zac Farley: I don’t know him, but it seems like it’s a lot more 
personal than his other ones. I mean, sometimes you cringe 


reading it. 


Dennis Cooper: I don’t want to presume anything, but I 
agree that it feels very personal and it feels very... 


Zac Farley: Emotional. 


Dennis Cooper: Yeah, it’s very angry. And that’s interesting. 
‘Cause he’s certainly been dark before, but this is really... 


Zac Farley: It’s probably dangerous, this book. But if it falls 
into the hands of children, as we're trying to devise, then it’s 
safe, it will work. 


Dennis Cooper: Children would really, really, really have to 
hide it really, really, really well from their parents. And they 
would have to put very heavy bedcovers over their head when 
they read it with a flashlight. Because parents would never 
understand this book. There are so few people of my age that 
I feel are worthy of this book. 


Zac Farley: It’s too good for adults. 
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Castle ragat 
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Castle Faggot is Derek McCormack’s darkest and most delicious 
book yet, a satire of sugary cereals and Saturday morning cartoons 
set in an amusement park more deranged than anything Disney 
dreamed up. At the heart of the park is Faggotland, a playland for 
gay men, and Castle Faggot, the darkest dark ride in the world. 
Home to a cartoon Dracula called Count Choc-o-log, the castle is 
decorated with the corpses of gays—some were killed, some killed 
themselves, all ended up as décor. 


“This is what it felt like to sit in a crib with another baby and to 
play blissfully with your own shit while your mothers sat downstairs 
drinking cocktails.” 

— Edmund White, author of A Saint from Texas 


“In Derek McCormack’s home province, farm boys with growing 
pains enjoy a little-known meal called bed-supper—a hearty bowl 
of sweet breakfast cereal enjoyed as a midnight snack. Here 
McCormack has composed a peculiarly salacious bed-supper, where 
the long secret sweet tooth of the Marquis de Sade glints as it sinks 
into the dirtiest of dishes. This useful book will more than stay your 
appetite until breakfast—Castle Faggot is also a manual of redeco- 
ration, a musical, a puppet show, a theory of cosmetics, a work of 
poetics, and a glorious celebration of the Decadents of French letters.” 
— Lisa Robertson, author of The Baudelaire Fractal 


“Tr is really just one of the best books ever, and maybe the greatest 
novel ever written.” 


— Dennis Cooper, author of The Marbled Swarm 


Derek McCormack’s previous books include The Show That Smells 
and The Well-Dressed Wound. 
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